HENRY  HICKEY'S   FOLLIES             , 25

many a melancholy day, and ultimately were the cause
his death. He continued the style of life, and in the
society above mentioned until the year 1770, when, in a
drunken riot, he being one of a party that sallied forth
from Mrs. Harrington's Bagnio at Charing Cross, brim full
of burgundy, and at a late hour of the night, an affray
suddenly arose in the street in which a man was unfor-
tunately killed, being, as it was imagined, run through the
body by England. The consequence was the whole set
immediately secreted themselves, and my brother Henry
receiving information the following morning, that he was
particularly named to the Magistrate before whom an
account of the transaction had been officially laid, thought
it prudent to leave the country and set off for Paris; though
he afterwards often assured me by letter and orally, in
the most solemn manner, that he neither drew his sword3
nor struck a single blow, and had nothing at all to do with
the unlucky accident further than being one of the company.
After spending a few months at Paris, he went and
settled with a respectable Abbe, at Caen, in Normandy,
in which retirement he made himself a proficient in the
French language, and passed the only three quiet, in-
offensive, and happy years of his life.

The widow of the unfortunate man who lost his life
having, long after the circumstance occurred, accepted a
pecuniary compensation from some of the party, engaged
never to prosecute any of them on account of her husband's
death, which being communicated to my brother Henry,
he and the others who had fled returned to England, when
my father, being at a loss what to do with his said son,
at last obtained a cadetship for him in the East India
Company's army at Madras, and at the end of the year
1773 he embarked for Fort St. George, on board the Cole-
brooke, which ship struck on a sunken rock going into
False Bay, at the Cape of Good Hope, and was totally lost,
the passengers and crew being all saved by the boats of
the fleet in company. My brother, after a long and disas-
trous voyage, reached his destined port of Madras^ but